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Bersheba's Run 

Key of G  •  G–C–D  •  Driving 4/4 By Jerry Haugen  

[Verse 1] 

G                                              C          G 

'Twas a week before Christmas when the captain had our marque, 

G                                        D             G 

Seventeen-fifteen and the Bersheba cleared the dark, 

G                                    C                G 

We took a Spanish mail boat and the captain told us true, 

G                                D                G 

The salvage camp was waiting and we knew just what to do. 

[Chorus] 

G                   D              G 

Blow her down boys, blow her to the shore — 

G                         C          D          G 

Eleven tall galleons with their silver no more! 

[Verse 2] 

G                                    C        G 

We pointed her bow toward that wild Florida reef, 

G 

Expecting Spanish silver piled up beyond belief, 

G                                              C         G 

We spotted their campfires and we anchored in the night, 

G                             D                    G 

And waited for the dawn to take what was our right. 

[Chorus] 

G                   D              G 

Blow her down boys, blow her to the shore — 

G                         C          D          G 

Eleven tall galleons with their silver no more! 
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[Verse 3] 

G                                         C          G 

We loaded up the longboats in the gray before the dawn, 

G                                    D                  G 

Captain Jennings drew his sword and led the company on, 

G                                    C                G 

We waded to the beach and not a Spaniard raised a hand, 

G                                D                      G 

And there before us glittered all that silver in the sand. 

[Chorus] 

G                   D              G 

Blow her down boys, blow her to the shore — 

G                         C          D          G 

Eleven tall galleons with their silver no more! 

[Verse 4] 

G                                      C             G 

We loaded up the Bersheba till she sat low in the brine, 

G                                        D              G 

And headed back to Jamaica with the silver and the shine, 

G                                   C               G 

We raised Port Royal harbor with our colors flying free, 

G                                          D                  G 

Till the governor called us pirates and he turned us out to sea. 

[Chorus] 

G                   D              G 

Blow her down boys, blow her to the shore — 

G                         C          D          G 

Eleven tall galleons with their silver no more! 

[Verse 5] 

G                                            C               G 

We pointed her bow toward Nassau and we sailed her through the night, 

G                                    D                  G 

And every soul in the harbor gave a cheer at the sight, 

G                                    C                G 

They lined the docks, they danced, they hollered and they roared, 

G                                   D                G 

For the boys of the Bersheba and the silver we had scored. 
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[Final Chorus] 

G                   D              G 

Blow her down boys, blow her to the shore — 

G                              C       D         G 

The best prize we ever won was won without a war! 
 

 


